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OH, have you not heard the news of late, 
About a mighty General great? 

If you have not I will it state, 
The fellow that foge’d the women. 
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He is a butcher of great fame, 
And General Haynau ishisname, 
For his own the devil he will make claim, 
When he gets him fast in brimstone flame. 
‘CHORUS. 
Rumpsy bumsy—bang him well— 
Make his back and sides to swell 
Till he roars-aloud with dreadful yell, 
The fellow that flogged the women. 


The other day as you must know, 
In Barclay’s brewhouse he did go 
And sign’d his bloody name ‘ Haynau,’ 
The fellow that floge’d the women. 
Baron Rothchild did him shend, 

And in the letter which he penn’d 
He shaid the sheneral wash his friend, 
And so good a man he could not mend. 

-Rumpsy bumsy, &c.. 
Then Barclay’s Clerk the name did read, 
He said here’s a rummy go indeed, 
The rummest go that ever I seed, 
The fellow that fogg’d the women. 
And to a drayman that walked about, 
Said take this fellow and sarve him out, 
Aud see he does not taste our stdut, 
And be sure you put him up the spout. 
Rumpsy bumsy, &c. 
In the brewery then the General went, 
To see the vats was his intent, 
When a bundle of straw from on high was sent, 
On the oot that flogg’d the women, 
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The straw it knocked old Haynau down, 
It hit him slap upon the crown, 
To treat him so it made him frown, 
He did not like to be so done brown. 
Rumpsy bumsy, &c. 
All sorts of missiles at him flew, 
Dead cats and dogs- privy dirt too; 
And one said dock his tou ra loo, 
The fellow that flogg’d the women. 
But this to do they were afeard, 

So they only took him by the beard, 
Which with tar and feathers was besmeard 
He looked a guy right well prepared. 

Rumpsy bunisy, &c. 
The next they got himin the street, 
And to nice things they did him treat, 
Fer they’d rotten eggs and fish not sweet, 
For the fellow that flogged the women, 
But the ladies did him most surprise, 
For they greeted him with-loving cries, 
And plastered so the butcher’s eyes, 
He could not see the earth or skies, 
Rumpsy &c. 
Then Haynau set up such a roar, 
A chummy sanding at his door, 
Said he never herd such a noise before, 
As the fellow who floge’d the women; 
And the general did cry out poor soul, 
For he had no bone in his body whole, 
His flesh was black as any coal. 
So he refuge took in the dust hole. 
Rumpsy &c; 


> 

































3 


With that approach’d some dustmen clever, 
And said tothe drayman curse his liver, 
Let us give him a ducking in the river, 


The fellow that flogg’d the women, 
But at this time the bobbies came, 


And said it was a burning shame, 
To attack a general of great fame 
Tho’ general Haynau was his.name. 
 Rampsy &c. 
Haynau he has from England gone, 
Unto what countryjis not known, 
Some say old nick away has flown, 
With the fellow that flogged the women. 
So here’s success to Barclay’s crew, 
And tothe brave coalheavers too, 
Who put old Haynau in a stew, 
Then stones and filth about, him flew. 
Rumpsy ve 
May every vile unmanner’d hog, 
Who dares a woman for to flog, 
Be treated like that foreign dog, 
The fellow that floge’d the women, 
May English hands and hearts so sound, 
Like those on the Bankside be found ! 
Let Barclay’s famous stout go round. 
And their draymen be with victory crown’d. 
: Rumpsy &c. 


Js ZT. Jones, Printer, Carmarthen. 
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